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Author's Notes: 
Just had to get this Ritchie/Jimmy thing out of my system before it drove me to insanity ;) 


Jimmy stood behind him, watching for a while, admiring the cigarette smoke which curled elegantly around that 
silly hairdo which wasn't quite curly, and wasn't quite straight. The light of the moon made his silk shirt glow, 
and as he breathed the folds moved like the rolling ocean before him. If there ever was a way to picture 
Ritchie Blackmore, that was it - sitting on the sand alone, while everyone else roared in drunken mirth in the 


beach house behind him. 


Maybe it wasn't safe to approach him, Jimmy thought. Nobody had seen him all night, and Jimmy figured it 
was due to another one of those famed foul moods of his. Nobody forced him to be here, though, so why was 
he? Jimmy took a few steps forward, and Ritchie turned his head in alarm. 


"Oh," he said, "it's you." 
"Yeah," Jimmy said gently, and took another few steps towards the lonely figure. It was meant to be five steps, 


and five it was indeed, only on the fifth step, as Jimmy put his foot on the blanket Ritchie was sitting on, the 
ground gave way beneath him and he found himself in a hole about four feet deep. Ritchie was rolling on the 


sand, hooting with laughter. 
"You bastard!" Jimmy hollered, rearranging his limbs. "They warned me about your tricks!" 


Ritchie peered into the hole and snickered happily down at Jimmy's struggling form. "What, and you thought | 


was above playing pranks on my fellow guitarists?” 


"Curse youl" was all Jimmy said as he climbed out of the hole, with Ritchie only offering aid when he was 
almost out. He dusted himself off and sat on the other side of Ritchie. "You're demented, you know. Really, 
Blackmore, you're a fucking nutter. You dug this bloody hole just so I'd fall into it and you could have a laugh?" 


"Don't be silly," Ritchie said, happy as only a kid could be after opening his Christmas presents earlier than 
anyone else. "| didn't dig it. | got the roadies to do it. And don't get your knickers in a twist, | wasn't trying to 
catch you in particular. You're the third one | got, in fact. Gillan was the best. He actually came around from 
the front and sat down on it. Well, that's what he gets for trying to kiss up to me, the bastard. | think he 
totally bloody hates me now, though. | might've broken the camel's back with that one. It was this morning, and 


he hasn't spoken to me since." 

"Well, you prick, it's no more than you deserve." 

"Hey, if all you're going to do is slag me off then why don't you just bugger off" 

"Calm down," Jimmy chuckled. "I can take a joke. You though-I hear you can dish it out, but you can't take it” 
"Well, that's only because the things | get thrown my way are stupid and ill-constructed” 

"Oh yeah?" Jimmy smirked, then tackled Ritchie, sending him into the hole and landing on top of him. 

"You bastard! Its wet down here!" was all Ritchie had time to say before Jimmy pushed his palms against his 
shoulders and almost embedded him into the wall of the hole. Then, still pinning him, he pressed his lips against 
Ritchie's and the shouts from the Man In Black turned into the likes of "you pervert!" until Ritchie finally 
stopped struggling and gave in. 

"So that's your idea of a prank, is it?" Ritchie mumbled when Jimmy eased up. He didn't answer, instead he 
began to unbutton Ritchie's pants, and with only half-hearted complaints from Blackmore, he soon had them 
off. Before long the complaints stopped altogether, and now Ritchie was grinning like a wolf who had just 
cornered a sheep. Jimmy had a similar expression, but at least Jimmy was right in thinking that it was him 


who was the wolf, and Ritchie was the helpless black sheep. 


Jimmy leaned in for another kiss, at the same time wrapping his hand around Ritchie's cock. He began to pump, 
and Ritchie started to curse and bite on Jimmy's lower lip. 


"You bastard, that feels good." 


And barely a minute into it, Jimmy drew back and let go, quickly grabbing the discarded pants and briefs and 
hoisting himself out of the hole before Ritchie realized what was going on. 


"You bloody arsehole! I'll kill you for this!" Ritchie yelled after him, as Jimmy ran back towards the beach 


house, waving the stolen garments like a flag. 


‘Ive got Blackmore's pants!" he shouted merrily, and wondered where the best place was to display his victory 
prize. 


